BARBARIAN STORIES

and looked up and saw the moonlight on the far side
tipping the crest of a great dark wave that was run-
ning along the bank. As he snatched up the child,
the whole surface of the river suddenly boiled up and
rose at him, inky and roaring, caught him, ice-cold,
his feet, his legs. . . . For long dark minutes he was
choking and struggling in it, the mad water snatching
at him, tugging to get him down into the river, under
and drowned, A second wave knocked him spinning
over and ground his face against the stones of the
jetty. At last he caught at a ring and held with one
hand, the other still tight round the child's wrist.
The under-suck swept his body round and half over
the jetty wall, then, marvellously, let go. One of his
own men pulled him to his feet, more battered and
hurt than he knew for the first moment. The child
was alive and screaming.

He faced the crowd, the hate of the Druids who
dared not attack, the savage, insane eyes of the wor-
shippers, whose God had failed. Then Nertorix
pushed through to the front, his face blotched hor-
ribly with fear and anger, and all at once Quintus saw
that his centurion had been right and the chief had
wanted it too. 'Our Gods are shamed/ said Nertorix
harshly. 'The seed will rot. Summer will never
come. The rain. The floods.' and then, gasping,
'Look at their answer!' A sweetish, horrible smell
rose heavily from the wet slope, and glancing round
a little, Quintus saw the wave had left something be-
hind it, the swollen, hairless carcase of a sheep. And
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